That was how Miriam Noel appeared in my life. It was she I had taken
to Japan.
I was—frankly—astonished. She was the reverse of everything I had
expected. I could not connect her letters with her appearance. But as she
sat opposite me at the office desk, when she spoke I understood how she
could have written them.
She looked the Parisian by adoption and preference. Brilliant. Sophis-
ticated, as might be seen at a glance. She had evidently been very beau-
tiful and was so distinguished by beauty still. A violet pallor. Mass of dark
red-brown hair. Clear-seeing eyes with a green light in them. Carriage
erect and conscious—figure still youthful. She was richly dressed in the
mode, a sealskin cape and cap. On her small hands were several rings.
Around her neck she wore a gold chain with a jewelled cross—a monocle,
too, was suspended from her neck on a white silken cord. She played with
this as she talked. She laid a dainty cigarette case upon the office table. I
lit for her the cigarette she took from it—not caring to smoke myself be-
cause I did not know how. In her left hand had been a small, black, limp
book. She laid this on the desk. It was a copy of Science and Health by
Mary Baker Eddy. Her latest study in psychology, I thought.
'How do you like me?' she said. A trace of some illness seemed to cling
to her in the continuous, slight but perceptible shaking of her head. She
looked at me, waiting for some answer to her simple question.
'I've never seen anyone like you/ I said honestly.
I learned that her two daughters were married. Her own son a travel-
ling man. She had no one, she said—'nowhere to go and no desires'. Her
health 'had been broken by the tragedy of the luckless love affair which
was parallel to mine'.
And finally she had been driven from Paris along with the other Amer-
icans by the recent declaration of war. So she was staying for a time in
Chicago with one of her married daughters, Norma. She had heard of me
in Paris from the Horace Holleys—had read there of the terrible tragedy.
The reading had touched her, and she apologized for being so bold as to
write and offer her help. There she was.
Outside the routine of my work I had scarcely spoken to anyone but
my mother since the tragedy.
Drowning men—they say so—clutch at straws. Here was no straw but
enlightened comradeship, help, more light than I had to see by. Salvation
maybe from blackness—blindness. I did not know. And here began the
leading of the blind by the blind.
How do sentimental people ever manage to live on good terms with
themselves, at all? By hypocrisy? I have often asked that question of the
most sentimental person I ever knew* Myself. And I am sure the answer
is yes—hypocrisy. Hypocrisy with oneself—which is the foundation of all
hypocrisy towards others.
Now on the way to Tokio the truly brilliant Miriam was alongside.
When I arrived in Yokohama Bay for the third time, there stood Fuji-
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